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The Boy Can't Help tt 


The Prius pulled to a stop in front of the address Stone had gotten from Nate. He saw Nate sitting on the top 
step of the porch. Stone smile when Nate stood and waved. But when the boy stumbled down the four steps 
and caught himself on the railing, Stone cringed. 


Nate opened the passenger door and slowly eased himself into the seat. 
"Hi," Stone smiled. 


"Hi," Nate replied. "Listen, | just | mean, are you sure you know what you're getting yourself into here?" He 
gave the older man a sheepish smile. "I'm kind of a mess." 


"You're not a mess. And we're only going for dinner. What could -" 
"What could possibly happen?" Nate cut him off and laughed. Stone detected a hint of bitterness. "Like you said 


the other day," Nate went on as he tried to buckle the seat belt and ended up getting it tangled around his 
arm. With a sigh, he gave up and let his head fall back against the seat. "| can't do this. l'm sorry." 


‘Its okay," Stone grinned as he reached across the car and started to untangle the seat belt. 
"No, | mean this. | can't have dinner with you." 
"Ah," Undeterred, Stone continued to work on the seat belt. "Did you just remember another commitment?" 


"Nol" Nate groaned. "It's you. | just can't „lim gonna end up hurting you. Like, physically. Not not the other 
kind" 


Stone clicked the seat belt closed and gave Nate a smile. "You're not going to hurt me. But if you really don't 


want to go out with me, | understand" 


Nate gave the same bitter laugh. "Not want to go out with you. Of course | want to go out with you, but I'm 
gonna fuck it up!" 


Stone was patient and spoke slowly. "You're not. You're not, Nate. Take a deep breath and look at me. 
The boy took his time, too. He drew in a long breath and slowly exhaled as he turned his gaze to Stone. 
"Good. It's just dinner. lm just a regular guy with messy hair who drives a fucking Prius, for God's sake" 
Nate smiled and even laughed under his breath. "I like your messy hair: 


The drive was without incident and Stone parked the car. He gave Nate a soft smile as he reached and 


unbuckled his seat belt. "This okay?" 

"Undoing the seat belt? Of course” 

"No, the restaurant. | figured pizza was safe. We can keep the forks away from you." 
Nate rolled his eyes but then stopped and said, "That's probably a good idea" 


As he opened his door, Stone told Nate to stay put. He came around the car and opened Nate's door and 
offered the boy his hand. "Careful, now." 


Nate put his hand in Stone's and gave him a little look as he moved to get out of the car. The look turned into 


a smile as he stood up. 
“There. See?" Stone grinned as he reached for the door with his free hand and pushed it closed. 


Nate returned his grin as he stepped forward. Just as he felt something tug him back, they both heard it; the 
sound of fabric being torn "No!" He yelped. His eyes were wide and he froze. 


Stone looked at him with a sad little grin 

"| told youl" 

"Now, hang on," Stone began. He leaned to the side to look behind Nate, at the damage. "It's not that bad. Hold 
still" He pressed the button on his key fob to unlock the car and then opened the door, freeing Nate's shirt, 


which was ripped up the middle. 


"| can feel it!" Nate cried and reached back. When his hand touched his bare back, he groaned, "Please just take 


me home." 


Stone frowned. "Okay." As he pushed the door open wider, he glanced at the sign in the restaurant window, 
‘Take out. "Nate, I'll take you home, but let me do something first?" 


"What?" 

He took the boy's hand again to help him into the car. "Can you wait here?" 

"| guess. Don't be long. | don't want to break your car any more than | already have" 
"Sit there and don't touch anything” The older man playfully scolded. 


Inside the restaurant, he order a large, plain pizza to go. While he waited, Stone returned outside and crouched 


down on the sidewalk beside Nate's open window. 

‘lm sorry for ruining everything." 

"You didn't ruin anything." 

"My shirt begs to differ." 

"Well," Stone grinned. "If we're being technical, | ruined your shirt 
Nate smiled. "You have a point" 


Stone gently patted Nate's forearm. "If you'll feel more comfortable, we can eat pizza back on your front 


porch." 
The boy gazed at him for a long moment. "You're serious?" 
"Yeah. Why?" 


Nate gave a little sigh. "Because! Because I'm a weird, clumsy idiot and you're -" 


"Don't you dare finish that sentence. | wouldn't be here if | didn't want to be. And | want to be. Here. With you. 


In all your clumsy glory.” 
"I think you're crazy." Nate replied in a low voice. 
Stone laughed softly. "I just might be." 


Nate kept the pizza box on his lap as they drove back to his house. He held it tightly in both hands. Stone 
refrained from talking, letting Nate focus on his task. 


When he pulled the car up to the curb in front of the house, Stone turned the car off and sat for a moment. 


"See? You did great. Now, don't move. Let me come around" 

Nate sat still, clutching the box, as he watched Stone round the front of the car. He still didn't attempt to 
move when Stone opened the door. Only when the older man held out both hands, did Nate slowly lift the box 
from his lap. 


"Do you want to come inside?" He asked as he got out of the car. 


Stone held the pizza in one hand and helped Nate with his other hand gently at his elbow. "No, I'll stay out 


here." 
"Okay. | think we have some beer in the fridge. Gonna change my shirt, too. I'll be right back" 


"Okay," Stone grinned as he watched Nate slowly and carefully walk up the steps. "You could leave that shirt 


on" He called. 


Nate froze, one hand gripping the door handle. He turned to look over his shoulder, first at Stone, then down at 
his back. 


"Just throwing that out there." The older man winked. 
The boy shook his head, but a tiny grin slowly appeared on his lips. 


Stone sat down on the top step with the pizza beside him and waited. When Nate returned, he was wearing a 
different shirt and had a six-pack of Coors Light in one hand. 


"I hope you don't mind the cheap stuff. We're poor, you know.’ 
"| don't mind at all." 


Nate handed the beer off to Stone and sat down on the other side of the pizza. "lm really sorry.’ 


"Stop apologizing. It's fine. This is nicer, anyway." 
Nate laughed. "Yeah, right." 


"It is. I'd much rather be alone with you than have people stare at us." Stone put the beer down between his 


feet and uncapped one bottle. He passed the bottle to Nate and grinned as he watched Nate blush. 
The boy took a long drink before he mumbled, "I think you're crazy. And | need this alcohol." 


Stone uncapped another bottle and took a long drink, himself, before he flipped open the pizza box. He started 


to speak as he reached for a slice and chuckled when Nate reached for the same one. "Go ahead. All yours." 
"No, you take that one. You paid." 

"| insist" 

Nate smiled as he pulled the slice free and brought it to his mouth, taking a big bite. All the cheese slid off 
and he groaned as he hurried to gobble it all up without letting it fall. Stone watched him and couldn't help the 
little laugh that escaped. 

For a few moments, they ate in silence. Stone looked up and down the street as he chewed on his pizza crust. 
"I think | remember this neighborhood. Mark Arm had a tiny, little cottage over here for a while. He used to 
set up these huge canvases in the back yard and splatter paint all over them. | remember, when he moved 
out, the landlord went ballistic because the paint ended up all over the fence, too." 

Nate smiled as he listened to Stone. "That sounds like it's probably your tamest Mark Arm story." 

Stone laughed. "Yeah, you're probably right" He smiled at Nate, happy to see the boy beginning to relax a bit. 
"So, would | need to ask him to tell me some Stone Gossard stories?" 

Stone reached for more pizza "There aren't any stories about me." 

"| find that hard to believe." 

‘Its true. l'm a good boy. Boring, predictable, the anti-rockstar." 

Nate giggled. "Sure. Now that you're old-" 


Stone gave him a look. 


"-er. Older." He giggled harder. 


Stone melted. His look softened into a smile. "You're adorable." 

Nate's giggles slowly quieted and he blushed as he looked down at the bottle in his hand. Stone reached across 
and touched Nate's chin, drawing him closer, over the pizza that sat between them. His body turned toward 
Nate as Nate did the same. Their eyes met and held the stare as they drew closer. Nate's hand tightened 
around the bottle and, just before their lips met, Stone felt something cold and wet land in his lap. He gasped 
and pulled back to find that Nate's hand turned and beer poured out of the bottle. 

The boy jumped to his feet. "Oh, godl" He sputtered. "Oh, fuck! Oh, my god! I'm so sorry!" 

Stone gave him a reluctant smile as he stretched his legs out and pulled at his wet jeans. "It's okay." 


"It's not okay!" Nate howled. 


A little firmer, "Hey, it's okay. Do you have something | can change into?" He stood up and shook one leg and 
then the other. 


Nate frowned. "I can't believe | did that. No, actually | can" 
"My fault. | took you by surprise. | should know better." 
The boy smiled. "You really should by now!" 


Inside the house, Nate led Stone to his bedroom and pulled a clean pair of cargo shorts from his dresser 


drawer. He paused for a moment. "Do you, um you don't want a pair of boxers, too, do you?" 
"No, thanks. These are fine." 
Nate blushed bright red. "Okay. lll, uh, I'll just," He pointed at the door. 


Stone nodded as he toed one shoe off and then the other. When Nate closed the door, Stone looked around the 
room as he peeled off his wet jeans and shorts. He smiled as he noticed how neat and tidy Nate's room was. 
He smiled even wider when he saw his record collection and skateboard. Stone had to laugh. This was not how 
he pictured getting naked in Nate's bedroom. He pulled the shorts on, scowling when he found them a little too 
tight. When he opened the door, Stone grinned at Nate, who was leaning against the opposite wall, waiting for 
him. 


"Do you have a washer and dryer here?" 
"Yeah." 


"Good" 


In the kitchen, Nate started the washer and Stone dropped his clothes into it. Nate poured in a little detergent 
and closed the lid. 


‘lm going to try that again, okay? Give me your hands." Stone said as he turned to the boy. 

Nate swallowed as he slid both hands into Stone's. He met the older man's gaze and gave him a nervous smile. 
‘Its okay," Stone murmured as he leaned closer. He held Nate's hands, weaving their fingers. As gently as 
possible, he pressed his lips to the boy's. As the kiss deepened, Stone raised their hands up, around his neck, 
and then slid his free. 

Nate sighed into the kiss as he took the hint and clasped his hands together. Stone carefully placed his hands 
at Nate's hips. They stood there, in Nate's kitchen, making out and not hurting anything for a long time until 


the washer was finished filling with water and started the cycle. 


The boy slowly pulled back, blushing furiously as he licked his lips. "This doesn't mean l'm just going to stop 


now, you know! 

"Stop what?" 

"Being clumsy: 

Stone grinned, "God, | hope not" 


Nate rolled his eyes. "You really are crazy." 


